CHAPTER VIII
JBXTBACT   F.EOM   A  LETTBB
WHY did you not send a letter ?    We have all been writing to you for the last six months, but no answer—none.    Had you written one word
I would have saved all. The poor concierge was in despair; she said the proprietaire would wait if you had only said when you were coming back, or if you only had let us know what you wished to be done.
Three quarters rent was due, and no news could be obtained of you, so an auction had to be called. It
nearly broke my heart to see those horrid men tramp* ing over the delicate carpets, their coarse faces set against the sweet colour of that beautiful English cretonne. . . . And all the while the pastel by Manet, the great hat set like an aureole about the face— 'the eyes deep set in crimson shadow/ *the fan widespread across the bosom5 (you see I am quoting your own words), looking down, the mistress of that little paradise of tapestry. She seemed to resent the intrusion. I looked once or twice half expecting those eyes *deep set in crimson shadow' to fill with tears. But nothing altered her great dignity; she seemed to see all, but as a Buddha she remained impenetrable. . . . even so, the rhythm of the blank line would carry your mind away from that of the original.
